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Strikes out a fresh one, that five minutes old

Dies of the next forgotten.    Yesterday

Some talk was of the challenge yet, which now

No man casts thought on, though by two good swords

Was battle proffered: by the stout Laird first

Of Tullibardine, in that brother's name

Whom they for fear have taxed of treason, so

To eschew his proof and peril; he defies

The challenger to combat, and requires

England and France for judges of the field

In person of their sovereigns ; this refused,

On such new plea as craven craft may find,

With his queen's leave the ambassador himself

Of England gladly with his own heart's will

Would take the personal cause upon him.

First Citizen.                                            What!

Is it for fault of Scots to match and mate
The pride in Bothwell swoln with innocent blood
None but Sir William Drury may be held
Worth his sword's wrath that walks by night ?

Third Citizen.                                        Perchance

As for his queen he stands here deputy,
And for our own her champion opposite
Afield with swords' play or abed with lips*5
They hold the match more equal.

Fourth Citizen.                         Nay, this news

Is grey of beard already; hear you not
How by this priestly parliament of ours,
That to beguile us and for no goodwill
Hath in the queen's name passed its act to affirm
u